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INTRODUCTION 


Nine Poems has already gained acceptance through its first two volumes. 
This is the third and the last volume of the series. The volume contains 
nine pieces, seven out of which were created in a span of three days: 
one piece the first day, two pieces the second day, and four pieces the 
third day. Indeed, the author went through a poem writing streak: the last 
piece in this volume is not a poem, but since it was written during the 
streak period in the same mindset, it has been included herein. The 
author knows it is not possible to continue with this exponential growth; 
so, he is not applying Moore’s Law to his poem writing skills. But the 
poem writing streak can and will happen again. In what form the new 
poems will get published is not known to the author. For now, enjoy the 
poems in this volume, which are in no way connected to each other 
except that they have originated in the same mind. A few favourite poems 
of the same mind, which were published in volumes 1 and 2, have been 
republished in this volume because the author can’t stop loving them. 
You can ignore them if you wish, but, if the author couldn’t, would you? 


(Do have a look at my other book Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with Nature ! 



LET’S DO TANDAV 


I have developed pimples in my feet treading on the difficult path of 
dharma and action. 

Now my feet tread only on the road less traveled, so let’s do Tandav. 

I have wept so much that tears have formed a smiling line on my 
countenance. 

Now tears on my face only produce laughter, so let’s do Tandav. 

I have slept more in day dreams than dreamed at night in slumber. 

Now, to me, the sun appears dark and night appears brighter, so let’s do 
Tandav. 

I have been blamed so much for nothing that I can only talk to myself for 
consolation. 

Now if I stay still, I become the punching bag of rioters, so let’s do 
Tandav. 

I am stuck in a desert where every oasis turns out a mirage and the thirst 
remains forever. 

Now I am so thirsty that even spitting puts me into depression, so let’s do 
Tandav. 

I am not chained, but the air is so heavy that each step forward puts me 
in tethers. 

Now I am so enslaved that everybody appears as a master, so let’s do 
Tandav. 

I jump into night soil everyday to keep the world free of termites and 
spiders. 

Now I walk on four to gain the citizenship of the nether, so let’s do 
Tandav. 

I have been asked to prove my existence with a birth certificate in tender. 
Now I can prove my existence only through destruction, so let’s do 
Tandav. 



(Do have a look at my other book Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with Nature ) 



FLY LIKE A TWITTER 


My friend, the sparrow, left after I joined 3G to Twitter. 
I didn’t recognize the breakup because the sparrow was also a Twitter. 
On the mountains, she joined again, where there was no Twitter. 
She was not a Twitter; it was Twitter who made her look like Twitter. 
I took a selfie with her and tweeted it to make it known to Twitter. 

I invited her back home, but she had found a new home away from 

Twitter. 

The choice was mine and difficult: To stay on the mountains or return to 

Twitter. 

I returned because I was not as free as my friend, who didn’t like Twitter. 
I deluded myself to believe that if not me then at least my tweets fly free 

on Twitter. 

But the choice is still mine and difficult: To stay on Twitter or fly like a 

Twitter. 


(Do have a look at my other book Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with Nature ) 



THE INTELLIGENT MAN DIDN’T UNDERSTAND IT 


The dog barked to show disapproval, the man petted him further more. 
The parrot parroted to mock fun, the man produced him as witness in 
court. 

The lizard scooted to escape unhurt, the man started collecting her tail. 
The monkey snatched food to claim his right, the man made him his 
forefather. 

The small cat adjusted with man with strength, the man started petting 
even bigger cats. 

The cow kicked man when he milked her calf’s due, the man made her 
his mother. 

The ram rammed into enemies with courage, the man sacrificed his 
courage to god. 

The intelligent man didn’t understand it (or as it seems). 


(Do have a look at my other book Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with Nature ) 



BLUE, ORANGE, GREEN, AND RED 


Green is wild, but Orange often escapes into Green with or without 

burning it into Red. 

Red & Orange are different, but Yellow easily turns Red into Orange and 

Orange into Red. 

Pink is beautiful, but when White is less it is indistinguishable from Red. 
Red is blood, but it often doesn’t spill any and clots itself into Black. 
Blue is primary, but it produces nothing when mixed with both Yellow and 

Red. 

Each color is unique, but look at them from a single lens, you see only 

White or Black. 


(Do have a look at my other book Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with Nature ) 



HER PAIN IS DIFFERENT 


She knows nobody, for everybody knows her. 
Everybody knows her, for everybody protects her. 
Everybody protects her, for she may not get hurt. 
She is not hurt, for everybody is happy. 

Everybody is happy, for she is alive. 

She is alive, for she suffers no pain. 

She suffers no pain, for her pain is different. 


(Do have a look at my other book Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with Nature ) 



WHY THE NIGHT IS SO NOISY TODAY? 


All are asleep, but he is awake. 
Nobody except night talks to him, so he is awake. 
Nobody except he listens to her, so he is awake. 

Her story is dark for her color is black. 
Her language is silence for all have slept. 
Her attitude is vile for she never loves. 

He follows her always bound by his unrequited love. 
She snubs him always ditching him silently in the dreamland. 
Why the night is so noisy today? Has she found her love? Or...? 


(Do have a look at my other book Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with Nature ) 



HYPERSONIC MISSILE, I AM 


Sound, sound, make me sleep. 

Sleep my baby, I will play you a lullaby. 
Sound, sound, wake me up. 

Wake up boy, here is your alarm. 

Sound, sound, I am going jogging. 
Wait...I will also rock with you. 

Sound, sound, I wanna read a book. 
Ok...I will call nature. 

Sound, sound, I am going out on dinner. 
Jazz at my cost, handsome. 

Sound, sound, I am back home. 

Sound, sound, I want to sleep. 

Sound, sound, make me sleep. 

Sound, sound, where are you. 

Sound, sound, where are... 

Sound, sound, where... 

Sound, sound... 

Sound... 

...Hypersonic Missile, I am. 


(Do have a look at my other book Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with Nature ) 



I HAVE WORK TO DO 


I am born and I have work to do. I have to make the parents get my birth 

certificate. 

I am not a toddler anymore. I have to work hard to join a school. 
I have grown bigger. I have to workout, build muscles, get a partner and 

I did it, but the real work starts now. I have to get a job. 
I have a job and am working on taking up responsibility. I have to marry. 
I have a family, and now I have to work more. I have to make their future. 
I have grown up kids, but now they have work to do. I have to oversee 

their work. 

I have seen enough, now I have just a little more work to do. I have to 

learn to relax. 

I am dead, but my worries are my work now. Who is getting my death 

certificate? 

I have no anxieties left, but the work is not yet over. I have to protest my 

death before god. 

I protested successfully: the threat of hunger strike unto death worked. I 

have work to do. 


(Do have a look at my other book Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with Nature ) 



Q&A WITH GOD 


Me: Did you have sex before creating the world? 

God: With Whom? 

Me: Was there nobody? Why didn’t you create somebody? 

God: I need nobody. 

Me: Then why did you create everybody? 

God: To control. 

Me: To control what? The world or yourself? 

God: I don’t need any control. 

Me: Nobody ever challenged you? 

God: Who can challenge me? 

Me: Those whom you created. 

God: I will kill them if they will challenge me. 

Me: What if everybody challenged you? Will you kill everybody? 
God: Yes, of course. 

Me: Then whom will you control? 

God: I don’t need to control anything. 

Me: But you did create the world to control it? 

God: No. I just created everybody. World is what you call it. 

Me: Then what is it if not world? 

God: It is my personal creation. 

Me: And who appreciates it? 

God: Those whom I created. 

Me: Is there a choice otherwise? Else won’t you kill them? 

God: Do you want to be killed? 

Me: I don’t think you can kill me because I don’t believe in you. 

God: Your belief is irrelevant. My power is relevant. 

Me: Ok. Kill me. 

God: I don’t kill myself. My creations kill each other. 

Me: Then who will kill me? 

God: I don’t know. 

Me: Then how will you kill me? 

God: Whenever you will die, it will be me who would have killed you. 
Me: And when would that be? 

God: On Doomsday. 

Me: And when would that be? 



God: Before eternity. 

Me: By any chance did you create that video game “Doomsday v 
Eternity”? 

God: I created everything. 

Me: I have an advice: Start again; this time create just one, fcuk him/her 
before you start fcuking everybody. 

P.S. And do please use condom. I have serious doubt the way you have 
been fcuking everybody. 



AUTHOR’S FAVOURITE POEMS FROM NINE POEMS 
(VOLUME 1 AND VOLUME 2) 

VIRGIN NO MORE 

Standing frail, she diffused her smell far and wide. 

Not a man who was not attracted to this beauty of fairies. 

Not a man who didn't wish to appropriate her for self. 

But her misty eyes were still poignant for love. 

For which vulnerability, the men staged duals a plenty. 

Yet she remained Virgin, for none had the limbs enough. 

The luxury of choice she didn't have, 

But her heart plotted a rebel nevertheless. 

An evening clouded the Sun of the West. 

When the sounds of prayer were sent in the air with smell. 

But the dog the men are, they heard only smell. 

And she remained Virgin, for none had the ears enough. 

In the morning of the Sun after an endless night of hope. 

She dreamt of a prince of valor, chivalry and a lovely soul. 

He came to rescue her from the grip of darkness. 

And embraced her in his arms with love and dearness. 

Alas! Her dream broke for it was a day-dream in the Sun. 

And she remained Virgin, for had she not the eyes enough. 

Never did she like the shabby wires inside her head. 

And gave all credit to her heart, eyes, face and smell. 

Finally, she turned to her mind in despair for help. 

And the advice she got was to perspire and act, 

And she remained Virgin no more, 

For none had the mouth enough to ask the question again. 

(Reproduced from Volume 1) 


LOVE WITH THE NIGHT 



He has just tied the knot with the Night; 
Who promised to love him till the Sun breaks his light. 

She is a flirt with many lovers; 
And the Moon has witnessed all their love with the Night. 

Today she has chosen him; 
Who is also ecstatic to play the game of love with the Night. 
He knows it is his only chance to embrace the Lady; 

For she is shy of loving in the sunlight. 
His eyes are closed; his lips are thirsty; his love is true; 

And he is ready to kiss the Night. 

She is smiling naughty at the innocent kid; 

Who is now under her tight grips. 
She nudges him, tickles him, shakes him; 
And wakes him from his dream of love with the Night. 

He is bewildered and exhausted; 
But she is dark, naughty and wild. 
He tries yet again to kiss the night; 
And the whore shudders him again with a smile. 

And till the Sun breaks his light; 
The Moon shall witness again this love with the Night. 

(Reproduced from Volume 1) 


THE LAST TRAIN 

Traveled he sans ticket for the love of life. 

Was his journey the Life, and his baggage, the love. 
Had he the Life Pass, but not the Red enough. 

Left behind to get some Red, got it he indeed. 

And asked him nobody ever for the ticket again; 
When yet another train, the Last Train, he boarded. 

(Reproduced from Volume 1) 


TO KILL OR NOT TO KILL 



She was destined to love till eternity each time afresh with a new lover in 

moonlight. 

Victims of love were teased with unsatiating drops of nectar garnished 

with love cries. 

Her lovers were not spared for another lover, for she desexed them in her 

dreamy smile. 

She was cursed to love her lover only once as her destiny forbade the 

second crime. 

Her masters watched her acts of passion from the heaven, with a 

debauched mind. 

Inspite of many lovers, she never consummated love, for the fetters of 

the Divine. 

She dreamt of a world where all her lovers enveloped her like a queen 

bee in a beehive. 

But her lovers were not to be her servants as they were now the gods of 

the sublime. 

For once, if she could break her fetters, she would herself become 

Divine. 

She has woken up with a dilemma today: To kill or not to kill has gripped 

her mind. 

The command today is to kiss a suckling while he bites her nipples to 

feed his appetite. 

This love is different; the dilemma is over and the DEATH today has 

become Divine. 

(Reproduced from Volume 2) 


SWORD MIGHTIER THAN PEN 



The patrons of the pen are those who immerse themselves in books and 
dream of the world where there is no bloodshed. 

The patrons of the sword are those who kill humans and beasts alike 
giving the benefit of doubt always to self. 

Both like colors, but the pen likes rainbow and the sword likes red. 

The mind is the best friend of the pen, who come together to write art, 
history, philosophy, and meme. 

The sword has no best friend, but it has the capability to destroy all that is 
created by the mind and the pen. 

Both labour hard, but the pen inks freedom and the sword enslaves men. 

They say the opposite attract each other; so, they do and the pen and the 
sword, the sworn enemies, are now becoming friends. 

Drawing inspiration from each other, the pen inks red in abuses and the 
sword makes special appearances in the colorful fest. 

Both have moved on, but the pen trusts the mind no more and the sword 
is making friends. 

The sword is but a frivolous flirt, who also woos the mind at length; but 
the mind hangs onto the pen, in the hope of regaining the lost friend. 

The pen and the sword are merry for now, but if the mind gives in, it shall 
make the SWORD MIGHTIER THAN PEN. 

(Reproduced from Volume 2) 


VERY LONELY TODAY 


Dimples on my cheeks caused many a traffic jams, but nobody cares to 

kiss me today. 

My lovers would not let me sleep even for a second, but there is not one 

in sight today. 

The pimp at the signal, who sold me like a prostitute, is not soliciting the 

clients today. 

The new bitch round the corner, they say, is very sexy; is everybody 

riding on her today? 



Nobody ever cared to protect my modesty, but I am getting body-painted 

today. 

They have filled me up with artificial makeup, which won’t last a day more 

than today. 

The bone-shaker, the beast, the loader; I have flirted with all but no one is 

smiling today. 

I detest the word marriage, which gives me goosebumps, but will it all 

change today? 

Nobody has told me anything, but I can smell something fishy in the air 

today. 

Loud noises can be heard on the horizon as if some tanker is raping 

some virgin today. 

Oh! Here they do come like a storm, one after another, ravishing me like 

a bitch today. 

They are going on war again! Tanker after tanker, leaving this ROAD very 

lonely today! 

(Reproduced from Volume 2) 


(Do have a look at my other book Annapurna Circuit Trek: Fairy Tale of Love with Nature ) 
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